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HANKSGIVING and Its story

Is one of the best known
and cherished of the American In-
stitutions and lore. It never Erows
old, The little ehildren still thrill
at the recital of the bravery of the
Plymouth colony. They exult in
the prowess of Miles Standish and
his brave boy soldiers and they
weep over the hardships that the
lttle boys and girls endured ex-
iled in a  foreign land, They
laugh In merry glee at the first
Thanksgiving dinner with [ts Indian guesgts, Young peo-
ple all love the sweet story of Priscilla, the Purltan mal-
den. Men and women turning a moment in busy lives
to glance backward feel a deéep satlsfaction in the Knowl-
¢ldge of the bravery of their fathers who lald the foundn-
tions of the natlon and who left them a heritage of stur-
dy courage and democratic ideals,

The traditions of a country never grow old. They have
a perennial youth. Storieg and traditions become em-
bodied In the epochs of u nution’s life and literature from
which the latter generations find sustenance. The tales
of the brave men of a country, of their sacrifices, and
noble deeds of cournge, of lovalty and of strength, come
to he a part of the nation's thought and its life. They
form ideals toward which the character of the community
grows and develops. The story of Thanksgiving ls a sim-
ple one from many viewpoints; but it is so rich In sub-
stance that its Inspiration is felt to-day all over the Unit-
od States,

In England the Puritans were unhappy. They separat-
ed from the Church of Englaund and held services in pri-
viate houses or in the open alr. These were called Sep-
aratists, They were arrested as law-breakers, and fined
or imprisoned. About the iime the Jamestown colony
was planted, a band of these Separatists went to Ley-
den, In Holland, where they could enjoy freedom of
worship. They stayed there 12 yvears,

These Pllgrims were mainly {armers, and had difficulty
to earn their living in the Dutch eities or gardens, Thelr
children were obliged to attend Duteh schools, and were
fast losing the use of the English tongue, The sons of
the Pligrims entered the Duteh army and navy, and the
young people bezan to intermarry, The Pllgrims feared
that If they stayed In Holland any longer, their famlilies
would become Dutch. They declded that they would like
to go to Americn. They sent two men to get permission
of the London company to seitle on its land. The com-
pany was glad to get them for colonists, and gave them
i charter of privileges.

The race spivit had cried against Its loss by absorp-
tlon. The sturdy English men desired to keep intact their
language and thelr raclal characteristies and worship
God as they deemed right.

It was In December that they made a landing on the
coast of Massachusetls,

There were men with hoary hair
Amidet that pllgrim band—

Why had they come to wither there,
Away from thelr childhood's land?

There was woman'y fearless eye,
Lit by her deep love's truth;

There was manhood’s brow serenely high,
And the flery heart of youth,

What sought they thug afar?
Bright jewels of the mine?

The wealth of seas, the spolls of war?—
They sought a faith's pure shrine!

Ay, call It holy ground,
The soll where first they trod;

They left unstaln'd what there they found—
Freedom to worship God.

It was a terrible winter they lived through unused to
the climate away from the comforts of civillzation.

Better (imes came, The summer wuas a frultful one
and autumn saw the lHttle eolony with stores that would
keep them through the coming winter. The barbarous
foes of the west had not molested them, although they
Hved there, a tiny colony, shut In from friends by the
vast sea Lo the east and the forest primeval stretehing
to the north, west and gouth of them. They were thank-
ful for thelr blessinge and so set aslde a day in which to
express thelr gratitude to the Good All Father. They
were not rich in worldly goods, but tholr hearts reached
out to all humanity, and 80 on that feast day they invited
to their table Massasolt, an Indian chief, and 40 of his
braves, It was a greal undertaking for that small group,
vet they gave from their hearts in the fullness of their
gratitude. This sweet and wholesome spirvit hag become
& part of the natlonal celebration. Thanksglving Is a day
of festivity, of family reunlon, of feasting and of glad
ness,

An atmosphere of satlsfactlon pervades I, The ana-
Iytical mind can but make comparisons of to-day and yes
terday, and speculate op the morrow. Thuat mind sees
how the great catastrophes (hat fell upon the nation have
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passed by, It
the onward trend of
all things, It sees
that for every hnrd-
ship there is an al.
levinting condition,
and so courage s
taken afresh. This
same mind counts
Its blessings and
turns to the less for-
tunate,

There 1s no donbt
regarding the satis-
faction the Pilgrim
fathers had in enter-

goes

taining their Indian
guests. They were
expressing their

gratitude by helping
others and making
other lives brighter.
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This spirit is the b ti
patron saint of 0'
Thanksgiving. ’ ri"

Many people fesl AR
that thelr mite is A\ |

small. Il eounts for
little compared with
the needs! That is
true, no doubt. Dut
calenlnte the mites
of the city of Mil-
waukee, and imagine
the joy of the unfor-
tunate, The Asgoclat-
ed Charities knows
of many families
where a Thanksgiv-
Ing dinner would
bring jov to the
hearts of little chil
dren, and ' hope to
the sick. The mites
would count there.
One dinner will make

8 family happy and that organization knows of many
places where there ean be no Thanksgiving dinner, with-
out the contributions of the open-hearted and those im-
bued with the spirit of the Pilgrims’ Thanksgiving. Not
far from Milwaukee are the sick poor, unfortunate men
and women, through no fault of their own in many cases,
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who are {ll and suffering, cared for by the county. A
donation of frult or delicacles, of magazines, or of flowers
to brighten their sad lives, would not leave the donor
poorer, but would bring Into some life a sweetness of
restored confidence in humanity.

Not far away are the orphan asylums, where little
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By HELEN BRUGE WALLAGE

HAT s the Thanksgivipg spirit we bring to our
holiday?

We know what it was in the good old days
when savages lurked and famine stalked for the
undoing of men and women who, tucked away In
crevices among the ancestral cradles., candlesticks and
tankards that cumbered the Mayflower, were finally
dumped on an inhospltable shore,

We know what It is almed to be.

But what in reality It is, thig splrit thad Is supposed
to run rampant on the last Thursday of November?

How many Amerlcans even remember the origin of
the holiday and the purpose to which It was dedicated,

much lesg even sum up thelr blessings, individual and
national ?

We've had merry Thanksgivings given over {o pumpkin
pie, turkey and catching up broken or stretched family
tles; we've had frivolous Thanksgivings when we have
shoutled qurselves hoarge and run the risk of pneumonia
for our favorite footbrll hero, or, have laughed and eried
with the rest of the holiday keeping matinee throng:
we've had sad Thanksgivings when loneliness has caught
us in her grip and 'ne memories of brighter days have
seared our qulvering hearts; but who of us has bhad a
thankful Thanksgiving?

Not many of us, If we would be honest enough to
conless It

Yet why not?

It 18 what the day Is for—to take stock of our bless-
ings and give credit for them,

Who of us s 80 down In our luck as to be blessingless?
Burely In 366 long days there have been a few when
gomething good has come our way.

If there have been then it [s only good manners, If
nothing else, o make acknowledgment of them,

Somehow most of us are better mathematiclans when
we reckon our woes than when our blessings ure com-
puted,

No adding machine Is necessary to get at the sum total

of our misfortunes. We multiply with lightning rapidity
the times our friends have falled us, our business has
come @& cropper, or our health has gone to the bad.

An hour of toothache makes more Impression than a
year without the dentist; one ptoek that drops will
cause more agony of mind than a twelvemonth of in-
flation gives pleasure; a slight will rankle where a kind-
ness I8 forgotten,

We can see how they, poor hungry, half-frozen terror-
stricken Puritans had much to be thankful for; but if they
had the Indlan, we have the railroads to mutilate us.

If we haven't found any causes for Thanksgiving here-
tofore, it Is for the good of our souls to make a systemsatle
hunt. Rest assured it will not be unavailing.

It will make new women of us If we once learn to
reckon our mercles, There I no greater sweetener of the
disposition and smoother of the tangles of life, than to
think on the things we have to make us happy.

If we would grow into sour, disgruntled women with
whole baskeis of chips on our shoulders and a bunch of
grievances to make us the terror of our scquaintances,
let us acquire the hablt of thinking all the world better
off in blessings than we are,

The Thanksgiving spirit need not, nay, should not be
Hmlited to one day once a year. Spread it over 366 days,
and throw In the nights, but make Thursday, the 26th, a
galn day of thankfulness when the accumulated mercies
of many months will be summed up and gratefully ac-
knowledged,

Gratitude Is expensive, or should be, so the direct re
sult of the true Thanksgiving spirit is to pass the mercles
along,

From our store of blessings some scraps should be
culled for those less favored, The lonely, the gick in the
hospitals, those to whom Thanksglving joys are unknown
all should come In for a share of our attention, that their
day may be made brighter and they, too, have a4 chance
to reckon thelr causes of Thanksgiving,
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children bereft of parents still love all of
fhings that a father's or mother's
thoughtfulness bestows, but which must
sometimes be denled in an institution
where there are many needs to be filled.
The old men and women nat the Little
Sigtorg of the Poor, Home for the Aged.
appreciate the diversion of Thanksgiving
day in thelr days of life's decline. The
l|Il:\' can be made brighter for them, too,
if the people of Milwaukee are thoughtful,
The list Is a long one where the mites may
be sent and where they will help to make
lives a little brighter. There is the Cath-
olle Boye’ home, the Home for the Friend-
less, the Lutheran Home for the FeehleN

those

the Wisconsin Home and Farm School, the
Flower Misslon, the Rescue Mission, the
Children's Free hospltal, the Women's hos-
pital, Aid soclety, and others., Each family
knows of some other family for whom the
day ean be made happler.

How much small things count s exem-
plified by an episode that took place in &
porer part of the city recently, It wnas
told by a little girl. She leaned agalnst

‘s knee and sald naively:

her\"j;w::g: teacher, that the man that lives down our
alley was arrested. He had a lttle girl like me. They
took him away and he can't come home for a long
time and bring them any money. That little girl she did
not have any dress, only a torn one with big holes In it,
and she would get cold through the holes. I had two
dresses. So my mother she gave one of them to that 1ittle.
girl so she could go to school, because it s so cold at
home. Nights, after 1 go to bed, my mother she washes
out my dress so it will be clean the next day.”

The spirit of Thanksgiving that has come to us from
our ancestors of old Plymouth has permeated through
our national life and is so well and so beautifully mani-
fested In the eplsode of the poor woman and her mite.

The influence of that firet Thanksglving has spread
over the land and here in Milwaukee it will be manifest-
ed by a generous outpouring from the grateful hearls.
Do not hesitate hecause you have so little to glve. That
Httle may mean muech to him who has nothing, and think
of the acoumulation of little. Let us be. worthy of the
institution of our fathers.

ISLES OF THE BLEST.

Western Ireland has been excited over a particularly
elear mirage seen near Ballyconuelly, a town on the wild
Connemara const.

The gpectacle of a beautifully situated small town, with
bulldings of different slzes and varylng styles of archl-
tecture, was seen rising out of the sea apparently about
glx or seven miles westward., Hundreds gathered to wit-
pess the sight, which was visible from three until six p.
m,, when it gradually vanished.

Many old legends of Irish folklore speak of a mystic
land far away in the western oceian, varlously known
a8 Tirnanoge, Hoy-Brazil, Moy Mell aud the Land of the
Ever Young,

In the book of the Dun Cow, preserved in the Royal
Irish academy In Dublin—a volume more than 1,000 years
old—the story is told how Prince Connla of the Golden
Hair, son of King Conn of the Hundred Battles, was car-
ried off by falrles to the Isles of the Blest,

Standing on the shore with his nobles and his royal
father, Prince Connlpn saw & boat of shining crystal moy-
ing toward him. When the glittering vessel touched the
shore, o falry, llke & humuan belng, richly dressed, came
forth, and addressing Connla endeavored to entice him to
accompany her,

At last the falry chanted a few stanzas like the Lorelel
of German legend. Hewlitched by her aweet volee, Prince

Connla stepped Into the magle boat, and, carrled from
sight fn an Instant, was never seeén agaln b his oative
land.—New York Sun.

minded, the Milwaukee House of Mercy, \
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